16         To (he Countess of Upper Ossory      [m?

your Lordship, could in no light merit an inscription! and
to a name so insignificant as mine! and which will every
day grow more obscure, or be remembered only by my
follies, and then, depend upon it, your Lordship will wish
you had taken my advice, and blotted out your legend.
Consequently, I infinitely prefer doing justice on myself, to
occasioning your Lordship being reproached with misplacing
your favour. I have the honour to be, with great respect,
my Lord,

Your Lordship's

Most obedient humble servant,
HOK. WALPOLE.

2620.   To THE COUNTESS OF UPPEB OSSOKY.

Strawberry Hill, Sept. 6, 1787.

I WILL not make a feigned excuse, Madam, nor catch at
the pretence you kindly offer me of a lost letter; no, I con-
fess honestly that I knew I owed you one, but was too
conscientious to pay my just debts with the base currency
of Richmond and Hampton Court, and I have no other
specie. I know nothing, do nothing, but repeat the same
insipid round that I have passed for so many summers, if
summer this has been to be called. The dowagers of my
canton pick up and dress up tales of what is done in London
and at various watering-places; but I hold it a prudery be-
coming old men (the reverse of that of old women) not to
trouble myself about or censure the frolics of the young;
and for my contemporaries, so few of them are left, that
unless by living to the age of Old Parr or Jenkins, we are
not likely to commit anything remarkable. I have seen
none of the French, Savoyard, or Lorraine princes and
princesses, sterling or pinchbeck: I broke off my commercial
treaty with France, when I was robbed of half Madame du   land, of which those three  large
